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game concerned with horses ridden by jockeys with
the latest seat. And Shelton was compelled to help
in carrying on this sport till early In the morning. At
last he left, exhausted by his animation.

He thought of the wedding ; he thought over his
dinner and the wine that he had drunk. His mood of
satisfaction fizzled out. These people were Incapable
of being real, even the smartest, even the most respec-
table ; they seemed to weigh their pleasures in the
scales and to get the most that could be extracted for
their money.

Between the dark, safe houses stretching for miles
and miles, his thoughts were of Antonia ; and as he
reached his rooms he was overtaken by the moment
when the town is born again. The first new air had
stolen down; the sky was living, but not yet alight ;
the trees were quivering faintly; no living creature
stirred, and nothing spoke except his heart. Suddenly
the city seemed to breathe, and Shelton saw that he
was not alone ; an unconsidered trifle with inferior
boots was asleep upon his doorstep.